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one of us in turn, laughing, teasing and joking, he
was different from the stern person outsiders
thought him to be. He noticed every little thing
about us, a new way of dressing, a new style of do-
ing the hair. He had a most uncanny way of guess-
ing what was passing through the other person's
mind. Sometimes, though rarely, he praised one of
us, for he was not given to pampering. I remember
too how mother used to blush with happiness when
father paid her a compliment. Or when relating
some old anecdote he seemed to forget the presence
of his children and relived just the past with his
wife. Such memories are unforgettable and I che-
rish them. To me nothing in the world is more
beautiful than to see two people with snow-white
hair who have gone through life as comrades, whose
affection and understanding has deepened with the
passing of years and who have tasted of life's joys
as well as its sorrows and have remained unscathed.

Father was at his best in the evenings after
the day's work was over. He had a couple of hours
respite before he had dinner and then settled down
to more work. Round about 6-30 p.m.5 or so father's
friends would start arriving one by one and soon a
couple of dozen were assembled. Chairs and tables
were arranged on the lawn and there he would hold
his little court daily amongst his friends and ad-
mirers, entertaining them with his brilliant wit,
laughter and merriment. At these gatherings father
as usual took the lead and held the others spell-
bound as he related some old anecdote or recent
incident. The others also got their innings now
and then.

Few people understood my father. Those who
met him for the first time thought he was very stern
and unbending and altogether formidable. He was
that at times, but those who knew him well know
how utterly lovable he was. He had a tremendous